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            Prologue
   

         

         Brian and Sally walk through a landscape of shadows, lit up only by distantly spaced streetlights. The night is densely dark beyond the sidewalk, and an illuminated window high up on a building is a white square that hangs suspended amidst the dark surroundings. The deserted street is a contrast to the blinking lights on the casino that is now out of sight behind them.

         Brian had looked at the time on his mobile before he turned the phone off in the bar’s men’s room, and the time had shown half past two am then. ‘That would have been about half an hour ago’, he thinks now. 

         Words flow continuously from Sally’s mouth and Brian pretends to listen. He’s startled when she starts to giggle. 

         Sally finally falls silent when they walk into a shadow from a wharf building, and Brian takes the opportunity to let his hand slide over Sally’s back. He moves his hand up to her shoulder and then down on the other side, towards her breast. The sound of a car engine breaks the silence, and for a second they’re illuminated by headlights before a car sweep past them. When the red taillights are swallowed by the night, Brian’s hand squeezes Sally’s breast, and she turns to face him. A hot wave of desire rushes through Brian’s stomach and down to his genitals when his tongue slips inside Sally’s warm, wet mouth. The pressure inside him is building and he needs to release it. He takes Sally’s hand. “This way, I know a place where no one can see us.”

         Her hand suddenly yanks his when they step out on the boardwalk, and for a moment he thinks he’s misread her signals: that she doesn’t want to.

         “Wait, my shoe…” Her hand leaves his. “The heel is stuck between the planks. I need to take my shoes off.” For some reason she’s whispering.

         Brian exhales. The glow from a streetlight reaches them where they stand, and he watches as Sally crouches down and unclasps the buckles on her high-heeled shoes. There’s a clucking sound as waves make contact with the wooden poles under his feet. The wind has picked up and clouds cover the stars in the sky. Further out on the wharf is a lit-up entrance. Why is the light on there? Brian looks up at the wharf building’s facade, but he can’t see any other lights. 

         Sally has taken her shoes off. She takes his hand and they walk towards the light. Inside an illuminated glass door, they see wooden steps leading up into darkness. When they’ve walked a few meters past the entrance, everything is black.

         Sally clings to Brian’s arm and giggles. “I can’t see a thing now. Where are you taking me?” She’s surprised to feel his body stiffen.

         “What the fuck?” Brian tries to adjust his eyes in the dark. He’s stepped on something soft but firm, and he feels his weight press down what-ever-it-is that lies under him on the boardwalk. He quickly takes another step, and almost trips over when his foot touches a larger soft mound. He manages to keep his balance and take a larger step, and this time his foot lands on wooden planks. A stench is in his nose now. He registered the smell seconds earlier, but then it was part of the many odours that rise from the water below. It smells like dead rat. But Brian knows he hasn’t stepped on a dead rat.

         Sally stares into the compact darkness without seeing. She stopped when Brian’s hand suddenly let go of hers. ‘I’m a bloody idiot’, she thinks. ‘Brian has hardly said a word to me all night, and then he takes me here: to a place that’s pitch black and smells like sewage… He’s obviously planned to have sex with me… and now he’s abandoned me for some fucking reason’. “Hey! What are you doing? What’s going on?”

         Brian ignores Sally’s angry questions and crouches down. His fingers are stiff and uncooperative as he tries to light his cigarette lighter. The small flame finally ignites and reveals much more than he wants to see. He gets to his feet and takes a few unsteady steps in the dark. As his half-digested meal of fish and chips splashes the water surface below, Sally gets down on her knees, and in the light from the flame on her own cigarette lighter she sees what has upset Brian’s stomach. Sally has never sobered up so quickly.

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter I
   

         

          
   

         Morgan is in a bushfire. He’s surrounded by tree trunks that seem to dissolve and change shape as he looks at them through veils of grey smoke that slowly whirl around in the still air. Charred pieces of bark and black leaves rain over him, and he fears some of them might still be smouldering. It’s painful to breathe, the fire has eaten all the oxygen in the air. Why is there no wind? The heat stings his eyes and nose, and the smoke makes it hard to breathe. He coughs and looks up in the hope to see rain clouds, but all he sees are burnt treetops against the smoke-filled sky. It’s eerily quiet. The forest is dead, and all animals are gone. Suddenly he hears fire-truck sirens behind the dense blanket of smoke. The sound of sirens grows louder and louder, and then the noise suddenly stops. When the sirens start to howl again, it sounds like they’re right next to him. He looks around, and when he can’t see any fire trucks, his conscious mind is activated. He knows what the noise is before he’s fully awake. He squints with his eyes in the dark and sees that the red digitals on the alarm clock read ten past four. ‘If this is about a fire, I won’t go’, he thinks as he stretches his hand towards the phone on his bedside table.

         “DS Callaghan?” a male voice asks in his ear.

         “Yes.” Morgan’s voice cracks. He has a remnant feeling of inhaling smoke, and vivid scenes from the dream are still with him when he clears his throat. “Yes, speaking,” he repeats, and the memory of his dream slips away like a silvery fish under the surface. He is wide awake now and has a premonition about what the voice will say next. Phone calls in the middle of the night are usually on behalf of the dead, which means he has to get up and won’t get a full night’s sleep.

         “This is Detective Osbourne. A naked female body has been found on a wharf in Pyrmont. The exact address is thirty-two Pirrama Road on Pyrmont Point. They’re taking photos now, but I thought you’d want to see the crime scene.”

         Morgan’s premonition has come true. “Okay. Thirty-two Pirrama Road, Pyrmont Point, got it. I’ll be there in twenty minutes. And Osbourne…”

         “Yes?”

         “Make sure no one touches the body or the immediate area around it until I get there, alright?” Morgan hangs up and goes to the bathroom. Eight minutes later he’s showered and dressed. Fragments from his dream flash past under the surface of his conscious thoughts again when he grabs his keys and wallet from the hallway table on the way out. ‘How many times have I been woken by phone calls in the middle of the night?’ he ponders as he walks down the stairs. He suddenly wishes he is one of the neighbours that sleep without interruptions behind the doors he passes. He would like to see how the bush-fire dream ends.

          
   

         There’s hardly any traffic, and the streets of Sydney look wider than usual. Dawn is still a few hours away, and the dark city outside the car windows looks like a painting in black and grey tones with yellow spots of light dotted randomly on the skyscrapers. Morgan drives slowly past Hyde Park, where fairy lights decorate large fig trees and add more yellow dots to the dark background. Flying foxes fly in circles above the streetlights in the park, and their bodies are vampire silhouettes against the sky.

         An interesting fact suddenly emerges in Morgan’s thoughts when he drives the familiar road: the body has been found a short distance from where the detective headquarters are located. ‘Sometimes in a crime investigation there are no coincidences, and sometimes there are only coincidences,’ Morgan frowns at this odd thought as he drives down George Street. He enters a part of the city that’s been built by settlers and convicts. The water in the harbour looks like a black mass through the car window, and the top of the Harbour Bridge disappears into the cloudy night sky above. Morgan speeds up when he has passed The Rocks, he drives around Darling Harbour and turns onto the main road that will take him to Pyrmont Point Park. He hopes that someone at the crime scene has brought coffee. If not, there’s a convenience store in the wharf building he knows, but maybe it’s not open this time of night?

         Police cars parked by the side of the road reveal the location of the crime scene. A cold wind touches Morgan’s face when he steps out of the car, and he’s grateful it’s not raining. His desire for warm coffee is strong now, but a quick glance at the corner of the wharf building confirms his suspicion that the convenience store is closed. He passes the shop and walks out on the wharf.

         “Morgan!” Amanda Oswald materializes out of the darkness like a tall, red-haired wish-granting angel. She hands Morgan a Styrofoam cup filled with black coffee. “You’re on the wrong side, we’re over here.” She turns her back on him and starts to walk. Morgan sips the warm liquid as he follows her, and when he walks around the second corner of the dark mass that is the wharf building, he sees bright lights further out on the wharf. When he gets closer, he sees human silhouettes stand in a shape of a semi-circle under the lights. A man and a woman who looks to be his own age, in their late thirties, sit on the boardwalk outside an illuminated entrance around ten meters away from the crime scene, they have blankets over their shoulders and sip coffee from Styrofoam cups. Morgan walks past them and taps with his fingers on a back that he recognizes. 

         The man turns around. “Hi, we’ve been waiting for you. The lights were set up by the forensic team, it was too dark for us to see anything otherwise. But no one has touched the body, like you requested. She’s right here.” He moves to the side so Morgan can see.

         “Okay, thanks.” Morgan takes a step forward and looks down at the illuminated boardwalk in front of him. The naked woman lies on her back. Her head is tilted to the side and her arms are positioned along each side of her body, her palms are facing down on the boardwalk and her legs are bent slightly sideways. ‘That’s not a natural position for someone to lie in’, Morgan thinks. Purple stains on the face, stomach and groin area contrast sharply against the otherwise pale skin. There’s a large open wound on the throat - and the neck and hair are covered in black, dried blood. There’s no blood on the wooden planks under or around the body as far as he can see. For a second he gets a strange impression that the naked woman has fallen out of the dark sky and landed on the boardwalk.

         There’s a pungent odour of rotten flesh despite the wind and Morgan breathes through his mouth as he slowly walks around the body. He suddenly remembers the Styrofoam cup in his hand and takes a large gulp of coffee, to refresh his senses after inhaling the horrible stench. The coffee is nearly cold now, but he keeps drinking it because he also feels invigorated by the caffeine. 

         Clucking sounds from the water below is all that is heard as the group on the wharf stands silent.

         Morgan is blinded by the lights when he looks up. “Where’s Osbourne?” he asks, as he shades his eyes with one hand.

         “I’m here,” a voice says behind him. “We haven’t touched anything. The couple who found her said they didn’t touch her either. Well… apart from when the guy accidentally stepped on her hand… and then on her stomach.”

         “Okay, noted.” Morgan drinks some more coffee and stares down at the body again. “Alright, I’ve seen what I need to see.” He turns to face two detectives. “What’s the story with these two?” he points with his thumb in the direction of the man and the woman who sit on the ground.

         “They’re the ones who found the body,” Detective Paul Ricketts replies.

         “Yes, I gathered that much. You and Stone need to take them home. If you haven’t taken their statements yet, you can do so in your car. Don’t forget to record their ID’s. And ask if they need counselling, they must be pretty shaken by what they’ve seen.”

         Detective Daniel Stone leans in closer to Morgan and whispers: “The man refuses a lift home. He wants to be driven to a taxi rank and take a cab home.”

         Morgan frowns.

         “He’s married, but not to…” Stone gestures with his hand towards the woman. “And he’s terrified his wife will find out what he was doing here tonight.”

         “Okay, drive him to a taxi rank, but take his statement and his details first.” Morgan realises that the man and woman probably can overhear what he’s saying, but he doesn’t care. “Tell both of them that they cannot disclose anything they’ve seen or heard here tonight, and that we’ll be in contact with them if we need further information. Lay down the law if you need to, but make it absolutely clear to them we do not want to read about this on the Internet tomorrow morning, not on bloody Twitter or Facebook, not in any paper, not on the news. Not anywhere, okay?”

         Stone nods. “Okay, we’ll let them know. What do you think happened here?”

         “We’ll talk about that in the office later. We need to start processing this scene now, and I suspect you, and everyone else here for that matter, don’t want to stand around here all night, so get those two out of here, now.” Morgan dismisses Stone and turns his attention to two men dressed in dark blue overalls. “I want you to wrap the whole body before you put her in the pouch,” he tells them, and then he addresses the medical examiner: “What are your thoughts regarding time of death?”

         The collar on George Demitriades’ windbreaker is zipped up, so it covers the lower half of his face, and Morgan suspects that George hasn’t covered his mouth and nose because he’s cold. ‘He’s the one who should be most used to the stench of death’, he thinks.

         “By the look and smell of her, I should think she’s been dead for about one to two weeks, but for all I know she might have been stored in a fridge. I don’t know how long she’s been out here for.” George’s words are coloured by a slight Greek accent and the collar muffles his voice. “You’ll get all details after the full examination. I’ll courier the report to you.”

         Morgan nods. “Thanks. I’ll leave you to it then.” He suddenly notices some tables and chairs that are folded up and chained to the wall of the wharf-building. He turns to face Andrew Osbourne. “This restaurant here, or café or whatever it is, find out what times they’re open, and let the owners know they won’t be open today or tonight. I think there are some more restaurants on the other side of the wharf, check them out too. And while you’re at it, check if there are other businesses in this building. We need to establish what time the last person was in this area today, or that would be yesterday now wouldn’t it... Last night, I mean. And gather all information such as prints, drag marks, blood, et cetera, from the forensic team. I want it on my desk within two hours. And make sure the photos are sent to my email as soon as possible. Okay?”

         The young detective nods.

         Morgan walks back over the wharf. He is relieved to leave the horrible stench behind him. When he approaches the asphalted sidewalk, he sees that two uniformed police officers are rolling out blue and white plastic tape to seal the area off.

          
   

         Morgan puts a grease-stained paper bag on his desk, turns his computer on and heads to the kitchen to make a cup of instant coffee. When he comes back to his room, he registers that the in-tray on his desk is full. But other things will have to wait, he needs to get on to the Missing Persons’ page as soon as possible to try to establish the identity of the body. His thoughts are still with the dead naked woman on the wharf and he wants to load his eyes with new and different images, even if they’re just old and not very good photographs of faces no one has seen for a long time.

         He recalls again what he saw on the wharf. There was no blood around the body on the boardwalk, and no items of clothing. The naked woman was there alone. The strange impression that the body had fallen out of the sky and landed on the boardwalk returns to Morgan. As he pushes this irrational thought out of his mind, he remembers some details in two crime scene reports that he’s read recently about other dead women, but he knows it’s too early to voice his thoughts. More information needs to come to light first. The pressure is on him to identify the dead woman on the wharf as soon as possible. But first things first, he thinks as he puts his coffee cup on the desk and bites into a warm croissant.

          
   

         The sun is on its way up when Detective Andrew Osbourne enters Morgan’s office. Morgan is drinking his third cup of coffee and is scrolling down a page with names and photos of convicted females that have prostitution listed as their occupation on his computer screen. 

         Morgan decided earlier that morning that he needs a private library of all missing women in Australia, and he sent the whole file to the printer. He had to refill the paper tray in the printer, because a total of 689 pages were printed, and these pictures of faces now form a stack of papers that resembles the leaning tower of Pisa on the corner of his desk. Images of the naked woman on the wharf are spread out over his desk, and copies of the photos are blue-tacked to a whiteboard on the wall. The lower half of the whiteboard is covered in scribbled notes. 

         “So, what have we got?” Morgan offers Osbourne a croissant with a gesture towards the open paper bag and gets up from his chair to stretch his back. The air-conditioned room is cold, and he feels stiff.

         “The autopsy report will be here in the afternoon, as well as the fingerprints and dental images. A preliminary examination show bruises on the woman’s legs, arms and torso. And it looks like she’s been tied up, according to marks on her wrists and ankles. There’s a strong possibility of sexual assault.” Osbourne takes a croissant from the bag and tears it into small pieces that he eats quickly as he continues: “You got the pictures I see,” he gestures with a piece of croissant towards the photos on the whiteboard. “Demitriades thinks she was between twenty-three and twenty-six years old, but he wouldn’t say for sure. You know what he’s like.”

         Morgan nods as images of naked dead women flash through his mind, but he isn’t prepared to share his thoughts with Osbourne. Not yet. “Okay… While we wait for the autopsy report, you should write a report from the statements made by the couple who found the body. What were they doing down there in the middle of the night anyway, kissing and cuddling?”

         Osbourne swallows the last bit of croissant and rubs his palms against his thighs to get the grease off his hands. “They were going down there to make out, they said. I think they had more than kissing and cuddling on their mind before they discovered the body. But whatever they were up to, it was soon forgotten when they stumbled upon the body… The guy called triple zero from his mobile and the call was then directed to our unit from Ultimo police station. The guy’s not likely to blab as he’s married and was out fooling around. But Stone told me that the woman needed some legal threats to convince her to keep her mouth shut about what she’d seen.”

         Morgan touches the stubble on his chin with the back of his hand when he sits back down in his chair. “We’ll get the legal team to draft a document for the witnesses to sign. We need a leak to the media like we need a hole in the head right now.”

         Osbourne isn’t sure what to say to this, so he settles for the safe option of a smile and waits. But Morgan swivels his chair around, stares out of the window and seems lost in his thoughts.

         Osbourne finally clears his throat. “I’ll contact the businesses in the wharf building, so we can establish what times they’re open and if anyone saw anything out of sorts then.”

         Morgan turns his chair around and lifts some papers from the pile on the corner of his desk. Osbourne senses that his attention has gone somewhere else. “You’ll get all details in the report,” he says when he leaves the room.

          
   

         The office begins to fill with people around eight o’clock, when the first morning shift starts.

         Morgan has called all detectives to a meeting in the boardroom. It’s the only room in the office that contains art, and Morgan remembers when Travis commissioned an Aboriginal artist to paint the series of large colourful paintings that hang on the walls around the long oval table made of Tasmanian oak and comfortable padded chairs covered with dark blue velvet. The boardroom is usually a sacred space used only by Superintendent Travis, for the main purpose of impressing people with his position of power at the detective headquarters. But Travis is officially away on holidays, and Morgan’s currently the highest in command. 

         ‘The need to show off my power must be contagious, now it’s gone to my head too’, Morgan thinks. He has envisioned himself addressing the detectives from one end of the large table in the boardroom, as Travis usually does, but now he realises this decision was not a great one. When all detectives are gathered along the walls around the oval table, there’s not much room left to move. Morgan decides to keep the meeting short and briefly informs everyone of what’s happened, tells them his theory of a serial killer and finishes the meeting by announcing he’ll delegate work by email.

          
   

         Morgan sent a request to the Police Intranet earlier in the morning, when his senses were still filled with the dead woman on the wharf. In this email he asked for an update on new missing persons who still haven’t been added to the Missing Persons’ file, but as yet there’s no reply. The search engine on the Missing Persons’ webpage is unpredictable he knows by experience, and he doesn’t bother to do a computerized search there. He spends an hour going through his printouts instead and tries to match these pictures to the photographs of the body on the wharf. It feels like he’s playing Memory. But at least the pile that once resembled the leaning tower of Pisa has shrunk a little, since he now has an official estimated age of the dead woman.

         Amanda knocks on Morgan’s door at two pm. She takes a step into his personal space and a layer of perfume follows her arm when she hands Morgan a thick yellow envelope over the desk. He thanks her and opens the envelope by breaking the Medical Examiner’s logo that is stamped on the back as a seal. The room still smells vaguely of jasmine flowers when Amanda closes the door behind her. Morgan skims through the autopsy report quickly until he finds the most relevant part.

         ‘Female’, the report reads. ‘Dental images indicate age to be 27 years old. Hair colour: fair brown. Eye colour: blue. Weight: 53 kilograms. Height: 174 centimetres. Shoe size: 6. Dress size: 8. Blood type: O-negative.’

         Morgan writes the information on his keyboard and continues to read:

         ‘One existing scar below belly button, one existing smaller scar located in pubis area; concurs with internal scar tissue build up on left ovary – my conclusion is a keyhole operation: surgical removal of cystitis or similar.

         One existing scar from vaccine injection on left shoulder: similar to that of an injection of Tetanus and Diphtheria vaccine. No other visible scars or tattoos. No sign of broken bones in the past. Time of death: seven, possibly eight days ago. Place of death: unknown.’ 

         This concludes the identification part of the report. Morgan stops reading and concentrates on copying the information he’s entered in the computer. He then pastes the text into a new email message, that he addresses to a message board on the Police Intranet. He scans a dental print, a picture of fingerprints, and a photo of the dead woman, and attach them in the email. When the email is sent, he realises he should forward the information to Interpol as well. A lot of Australians have had Tetanus and Diphtheria injections he knows, but he guesses that people in other parts of the world must have had the vaccine too. He locates the Interpol email address on Intranet and copies the text and pictures from the drives on the computer and pastes them into a new email message.

         Morgan knows it will be hard to match the dead woman’s fingerprints, as they’re far from complete. He’s impressed that Demitriades has managed to get a picture of five-point prints, considering the decomposed state of the body, for even though the woman’s skin looked intact under the strong lights on the wharf, the purple stains coupled with her time of death indicate that the skin is in the dissolving stage. Their best bet for identification will probably be dental images, he thinks when he picks up the autopsy report and continues to read:

         ‘Cause of death: Carotid throat artery severed causing blood loss. Two incisions made with sharp, straight blade (large blade, exact size undetectable), no rust detected in wounds. Irregular bruises on upper thighs, upper arms and torso are pre mortem. Marks on both wrists and both ankles indicate victim has been tied up before time of death. Small amount of seminal fluid present and some minor damage to underlying skin tissues in the vagina: sexual activity took place before time of death. Fragments of dark blue cotton-fibres (100% cotton, common dye) found in victim’s mouth, indicates she was gagged. No stomach content found that could be analysed, due to prolonged time of death. No fingerprints found on body.’

         Under this remark, at the bottom of the page, are some handwritten notes in what Morgan recognizes as Demitriades’ handwriting:

         ‘Possible time for the body to have been lying in the position we found it, at the most: four hours - at the least: two hours.’

         Morgan swivels his chair around and stares into the infinite blue sky outside the window. The information he’s just read is almost identical to two other autopsy reports he’s read recently. The next step is obvious, he needs to ask Demitriades to match the seminal fluid that was found on the dead women. Morgan puts his hand over the phone on his desk when it startles him by ringing. He involuntary makes a small jerking motion before he puts his hand back on the receiver. For some reason he doesn’t say his name when he picks it up but remains silent until the caller speaks.

         “DS Callaghan?”

         “Yes, Callaghan speaking.”

         “Hi, it’s Travis. I need to speak to you. Can you meet with me this afternoon? I’m at home and can have my driver pick you up at… shall we say three thirty?”

         Morgan glances at his wristwatch as he swivels his chair around. He stares out through the window again and feels he’s mentally detaching himself from the conversation. His body suddenly feels strangely light and he envisions himself floating from his office chair, through the glass window, and into the sky outside. It’s an odd sensation, and he puts it down to being tired. “Yes of course, I’ll wait outside.”

         “Good. See you later then.”

         Morgan tries to imagine why the Superintendent might want to see him, but then he realises that he needs to talk to Demitriades and picks up the receiver again. “Hi George,” his voice is recorded by the medical examiner’s voicemail, “this is DS Morgan Callaghan at the detective headquarters in Pyrmont. I’m calling about the autopsy report you sent to our office earlier today. The twenty-seven-year-old female. I want you to try to match the seminal fluid found on her body to the seminal fluid found on Rochelle Stevens three months ago, I don’t have the case number here but should you have any queries you know where to find me. I’m in a meeting from three thirty, so if you can’t reach me leave a message on my voicemail. Thanks.” He ends the call and reaches for his diary, scribbles a few notes in it and looks at his watch. It shows three fifteen. He gives the autopsy report to Amanda and tells her to copy it and hand it out to the detectives. He also tells her that he’s still logged in to his computer, and that she should keep an eye out for replies from Interpol and the Intranet site. On the way back to his room, he walks past Osbourne’s desk and tells him to go home and get some rest, as he looks like he’s falling asleep. Morgan then records a new message on his voicemail, saying he’ll be contactable after five pm on his mobile, and leaves the building via the stairs.

         Outside, he lights a cigarette and inhales the smoke deeply into his lungs. The nicotine rush instantly relaxes him, but he also feels a pang of guilt and shame. He knows full well it’s politically incorrect to smoke these days. Graphic pictures of the harm smoking causes, shown on TV frequently, are constantly in the back of his mind. So much so, he fears the images have such a powerful impact on him that his body might create those very diseases.

         A black Mercedes drives up next to Morgan and stops. The driver puts his head out the window. “DS Callaghan?” he asks. When Morgan nods, he adds: “Get in.”

         Morgan steps on his cigarette and kills it together with all cancer thoughts. He gets into the backseat. The car has tinted windows that give relief from the glaring sun on his tired eyes, but he still leans back and closes his eyes. The lack of sleep is still a buzzing vibration in his body, and it feels like he’s gliding through the air: the body of the car doesn’t exist, and he’s floating a metre above the road, past the glittering water down below in Darling Harbour. He has never been to the Superintendent’s home before and doesn’t even know where Oscar Travis lives. He opens his eyes and sees that the car is moving into the shadows from skyscrapers in the city centre. The driver changes lane and drives up onto the Harbour Bridge. Preparations on the bridge for the upcoming World Cup are well underway. A giant circular shape on the top span makes Morgan suspect it will show a picture of a soccer ball. ‘The image will probably be lit up at night during the Cup’, he thinks.

         The harbour view outside the window disappears and shortly thereafter the driver turns right at the Kirribilli exit and drives down towards Neutral Bay.

          
   

         Tall trees flank the yellow house and provide effective screens toward the neighbouring gardens and the outside world. ‘Not only is it an exclusive address, it also has exclusive privacy, and privacy doesn’t come cheap in this city, or in any city for that matter’, Morgan thinks as the car drives into the garden on a tiled driveway. 

         Inside, Morgan is introduced to two small girls, who turn out to be Travis’ granddaughters. Still in their school uniforms and plaid hair, they both show their good manners by shaking his hand as they look into his eyes. 

         Travis shows Morgan to a balcony on the second floor that has views of the harbour. He gestures to a canvas chair and asks Morgan if he wants coffee or something stronger to drink. Morgan accepts the offer of coffee and leans back in the chair when Travis goes inside. He closes his eyes for a few seconds, and when he opens them again, he notices the railing around the balcony is very low. For a dizzying second when he leans forward, it feels like he’s falling down into the garden below. ‘Is it wise to have a low railing around the balcony when there are small children in the house?’ he wonders. He stands up and moves his chair closer to the house wall when Travis comes out on the balcony, holding a tray. Travis crouches down and puts the tray on the floor. He pours coffee from a thermos into two cups, and hands one of them to Morgan.

         “Three murdered women are left in central places around the city,” Travis says as he stands up with a cup in his hand. He pulls a canvas chair closer to Morgan’s chair and sits down in it. “And at the same time, more than half of Sydney’s police force is on security training in Canberra for the upcoming World Cup. I don’t know about you, but my first thought was terrorists. Could this be some kind of terrorist attack?”

         It is a rhetorical question and Morgan remains silent.

         Travis bends down towards the tray and pours sugar into his coffee. He stirs the coffee slowly with a spoon. “We’re expecting thousands of overseas visitors, and the press will be watching us from all over the world in less than three weeks’ time. It’s a hell of a situation. Did you know an estimated 715 million people watched the televised final of the last soccer World Cup?”

         Morgan shakes his head and takes a sip of coffee. It’s too hot to drink, so he puts the cup on the floor next to his chair.

         “It’s the world’s most watched sporting event.” Travis takes a sip of coffee and makes a face before he too puts his cup on the floor. “But I don’t want to jump to conclusions about terrorist attacks, even though it’s a high risk with the World Cup. What can you tell me about the investigation so far?”

         Morgan desperately wants to smoke, but there’s no ashtray and he doesn’t want to ask for one. He pushes his nicotine addiction to the side. ‘I must concentrate fully on what’s happening now, and I need to demonstrate to Travis that I’m in control of this investigation’, he thinks. He is acutely aware that Travis is officially off work for holidays - and that Travis is unofficially on stress leave, due to a mental breakdown. He also knows Travis well enough to know he’ll never leave his position. This a delicate situation, and he has tried to prepare himself for this meeting as well as he’s capable of, given his lack of sleep and limited amount of time to do so. 

         “Well first of all, we suspect that all three women were killed by the same perpetrator,” Morgan says. “From what we’ve learned so far, it looks like they were killed by a serial killer who kills for sexual pleasure. If it’s part of some kind of terrorist attack, I can’t tell you. I guess it’s possible the women were raped, murdered and left in public places as some kind of message, maybe as an attack on how Australian women live free lives, I don’t know... it seems unlikely, but then again, when it comes to terrorists, who knows?” Morgan shrugs his shoulders. “I’ve contacted the medical examiner and asked him to match the seminal fluid that was found on two of the women, and we’ll search the national register for a DNA match. A search should have been made when seminal fluid was found on the second victim three months ago, but the first two murders were investigated by different police units and the connection between the two cases was not detected at once.” Morgan looks out over the harbour. “I guess everyone’s been busy preparing for the World Cup.” He looks at the sailing boats that float past on the water below. ‘Who are all these people who can afford to spend a weekday sailing?’ he wonders. Then his perspective shifts, and he sees himself sitting on the balcony, looking out over the water. ‘If someone sees me here, they could think something similar’, he thinks. He suddenly becomes aware that Travis is quiet and turns to look at him. Travis is squinting with his eyes and Morgan doesn’t know if the afternoon sun is bothering him, or if it’s a sign of annoyance.

         “Well we can’t rule out the possibility of a terrorist attack, so just keep it in the back of your mind. I want you to continue to lead this investigation with the resources we have at present, but we can’t afford any more mistakes or delays.” Travis stands up and pulls his chair out of the sun, into the shadow of the house. When he sits down again, Morgan sees that his pupils are unnaturally small. He wonders if Travis is taking anti-depressants.

         “You will report directly to me every night from now on. As you know, I’m officially on holidays, but you can reach me here at home. And I want the names of everyone who’s involved in this investigation.”

         Morgan nods. “Understood, so the decision still stands to not go public with the murders? What about the public’s safety?”

         Travis bends down to pick his cup up. “It’s not up to me. With the World Cup coming up, it was a political decision. And until we receive a thorough profile of the offender, I don’t see the point of scaring the hell out of the public. Right now, we don’t have any information that could help people anyway.” Travis takes a careful sip of coffee and resumes: “And as I said before, we don’t know whether this is part of something bigger, like a terrorist attack. We also need to be cautious when we gather evidence, to make sure that when we do catch the killer, we have an airtight case against him. We don’t want the media mudding the water for us, or the public getting involved in any way. Plus, if we are in fact dealing with an insane serial killer, I think media coverage might build his ego and trigger him to commit more murders. You should have a word with the psych department and see if you can get them to commit to making an offender profile report urgently. But for now, we need to keep a lid on this and make sure all police units report suspicious deaths on a secret radio channel, so the media won’t get a whiff of what’s going on.”

         Morgan freezes when he thinks back to the emails he sent earlier that day. “What about using the Intranet? And Interpol, are they safe to contact?” He picks up his cup and blows on the coffee.

         Travis nods. “Everyone within our Intranet is safe. We have just installed new firewalls to all our computer and phone systems. We’ve also updated everyone on the security issue.”

         ‘You didn’t update me, you bloody idiot’, Morgan thinks, but he stops the words from coming out loud and asks instead: “What about external personnel, like the medical examiner?”

         “The medical examiners’ office is an exception and it’s safe to forward information there over the net.” Travis frowns. “But you need to take care not to forward sensitive information over the phone or net to anyone else outside. Is that understood?”

         Morgan nods again as he wonders why everyone except for him has been informed about the new security systems. “So, the call from Ultimo police station came over a secure line to our unit, is that right?”

         “That’s correct. The Commissioner has outlined severe punishments to anyone who steps outside our new safety regulations. It’s a serious security issue.” Travis pauses for a second before he adds: “And this includes everyone in our unit. It will be up to you to update everyone there.” 

         It’s an order and Morgan nods. “I will.” The local police stations have been updated about the new security systems before him. The situation suddenly slides into full view: he’s playing a role in a charade. He wonders if Travis has made a mistake, but his instincts tell him Travis is having a power trip, out of spite because he no longer has full control. Maybe he should check with higher command if Travis still has authority to give orders, but this could on the other hand be some kind of test to see how Morgan will handle the situation. Only time will tell. The only thing that matters now is that he’s still in charge of the investigation, and it might lead to the promotion he deserves. Morgan knows the game rules after almost fifteen years in the police force: it’s all a game. He takes a few gulps of coffee before he puts the cup on the floor and gets up from his chair. “Thanks for the coffee. I should get back to the office. You can trust me to look after this.”

         They walk together through the house and when they reach the entrance, Travis pulls out a drawer in a side table and hands a printed card to Morgan. “Here are my contact numbers and email address. I can be contacted any time, for any reason you feel necessary. My email is secure, and I want you to report in writing every night from the office. I don’t trust other people’s home computers or smart phones.” Travis puts a hand on Morgan’s shoulder when he opens the front door. “Remember, no contact with the press. Should there be a leak, I’ll handle the media. Just make sure we keep a lid on this.”

         “Understood.”

         Travis gives a wry smile. “Good. Paul will drive you back to the office.”

         The charade is over.

          
   

         Morgan allows his body to relax when the Mercedes drives over the bridge. Tiredness falls over him like a wet blanket, and he’s suddenly ravenously hungry. He looks at the harbour view and concentrates on clearing his mind of all thoughts. He is so tired he can hardly keep his eyes open.

          
   

         When the driver has dropped Morgan off outside the detective headquarters, Morgan smokes a cigarette. The nicotine has a stimulating effect and gives him the energy to take the stairs up to the office to tell Wendy, an older lady who does admin work in the evenings, that he’s going home and he asks for any messages. Amanda has left a printout of the reply from Interpol on Morgan’s desk. He grabs the report and leaves the office for the day.

          
   

         Traffic is bad in the CBD, and Morgan curses the driver of a delivery truck that is parked in his lane. When he gets home, he’s exhausted, and he’s relieved to find a ready-made pizza in the freezer. He puts the pizza in the microwave and makes a drink of bourbon and coke. With the glass in one hand and the Interpol report in the other, he walks into the living room and sinks down in the sofa. The red light on the answering machine is blinking madly to catch his attention, but he can’t be bothered to listen to messages. Instead he takes a sip of his drink, puts the glass down and starts to read the report. Beeps from the microwave wake him up minutes later. To his own surprise, he’s fallen asleep.

         He eats the pizza quickly with his hands, and afterwards he decides to take a hot shower and then read the report in bed. 

         In the bathroom, he studies his face in the mirror. The eyes seem sunken into their sockets and stubble creates the illusion of more dark shadows over his jaw and cheeks. ‘My face is a landscape of shadows and I look like shit’, he thinks. He looks into the reflection of his eyes. “Who are you?” he asks out loud. As soon as he’s said the words, he feels silly.

         Morgan scrubs his body vigorously in the shower to get the blood circulation going. Feeling warm and clean, he wraps himself in a bathrobe and steps out of the bathroom, just as the phone starts ringing.

         He spends the next ten minutes talking to his girlfriend Lisa. He briefly entertains the idea that Lisa can come over and spend the night, but then he realises he still has to read the Interpol report.

      
   


  
   
    
     
      Chapter II
     

    

    
    

    
     Morgan wakes to glaring sunlight and the familiar sound of screaming seagulls. The hot sun through the window forces him out of bed, nature is a good alarm clock when the bedroom window faces east. The bright daylight continues its fall through the door frame and illuminates dust particles on the hallway carpet. Morgan watches the dust bounce around his feet as he walks to the bathroom and thinks it’s been a while since he vacuumed. As he waits for the warm water to come through in the shower, he recalls what he read in the Interpol report the night before: The dead woman on the wharf has been identified through dental records. Her name is Else Henriksen, and she’s a Danish citizen. Else held a three-year working permit in Australia, and she spent two of those years working as a graphic artist in Sydney.
    

    
     The Danish police had apparently submitted a missing person’s notice to the Australian police through Interpol last week, when Else didn’t respond to her family’s attempts to contact her. ‘Well, their notice hasn’t turned up on the Missing Persons page yet’, Morgan thinks. ‘If it had, I would have seen it yesterday, when I searched the file’.
    

    
     Else Henriksen was born in Copenhagen, and she was the youngest of three daughters. She graduated from Copenhagen School of Graphic Arts in 2010, and she worked for various companies in Copenhagen as a graphic artist before she started to travel year 2013. She had worked in England, Sweden and Belgium before she came to Australia.
    

    
     There was a photograph of Else Henriksen included in the report that was submitted by the Danish police. The picture showed an attractive young woman with sparkling blue eyes and dimples, and Morgan thinks that Else looked a lot like the American actress Kirsten Dunst. Else’s parents should have been notified by now that their youngest daughter has been murdered, and Morgan is relieved he isn’t the one who has to deliver this message. In this case Interpol should contact the local Danish police, who in turn should inform the victim’s family.
    

    
    

    
     Morgan drives into the detective headquarters’ garage and parks his dark blue Hyundai sedan in the usual spot. He takes the elevator to the street level and walks to a café’ down the road to get his morning coffee.
    

    
     While he waits for his coffee, he skims through a newspaper that lies on a table, and to his relief he sees nothing in the paper about the murders. He thinks back to his conversation with Travis. Why wasn’t he told earlier about the media silence and the new security systems? He had assumed that Travis was resting in his holiday home in Queensland after his nervous breakdown, and he wasn’t aware that Travis was acting behind the scenes of the investigation. And now he has to report to Travis. It’s a frustrating thought. ‘But at least I’m in charge at the office, for now’, he thinks.
    

    
    

    
     Morgan takes the lid off his paper cup and sips hot coffee while he listens to telephone messages and writes names and phone numbers on a large post-it-note. He turns the computer on, and as he waits for the start-up process, he writes some notes in his diary. He then dials Amanda’s extension and asks her to gather everyone for a meeting at nine am. This time he chooses a larger room that is set up for presentations and press conferences.
    

    
     Nine o’clock comes around quicker than Morgan has anticipated, and he’s still on the phone when Amanda comes into his office and points at her wristwatch to indicate the time. A few minutes later, Morgan enters the meeting room where all the detectives have gathered. He goes straight to the whiteboard at the front of the room, where he writes: “NO PRESS CONTACT” in large capital letters with a black marker pen. He turns around to face the detectives, who have grown silent.
    

    
     “I will expect all of you to follow this order. The last thing we need now is mass hysteria with the World Cup coming up. No one will mention this investigation outside work, and you will take great care when you talk to members of the public about the murders. Anyone who doesn’t comply with this order will be punished severely. Our computer and phone systems have been upgraded with new security systems, but you still need to act with caution at all times when you disclose information concerning this investigation. The only people who know that we have a serial killer in Sydney right now are the people in this room, and I want it to stay that way.” Morgan pauses as he realises his words aren’t entirely true, but rather than to complicate things he decides to leave it. He also decides there and then that he won’t mention the possibility that the murders are part of a terrorist attack, as he’s never entertained the idea seriously. “Okay and now to the investigation. We have identified the third victim, the woman found on Pyrmont wharf. Her name is Else Henriksen, and you will all get copies of her details later, but I can tell you now that she was a Danish citizen, and that she was on a working holiday here in Sydney. We know where she worked, and I will personally interview her colleagues this afternoon. We also know where she lived here in Sydney. Now, I want everyone who’s signed up for other investigations to speak up so I know what we’re left with. Needless to say, this case takes priority and I appreciate any time you can put into it.”
    

    
     Three detectives put their hands in the air, and Morgan asks them to write reports of the cases they are signed up for and how much time they have allocated for it.
    

    
     He then asks two of the detectives, Stone and Ricketts, to go to Else Henriksen’s home address and interview her neighbours discreetly, without letting on that Else is dead. “Ask them if they saw a boyfriend or a male that hung around her place. Make out that you’re looking for him, but also ask questions about her. If anyone asks, tell them she’s gone back to Denmark,” he says.
    

    
     Stone and Ricketts nod as they write in their notebooks.
    

    
     Morgan turns to the whiteboard. He writes the times the murder victims were found, where they were found, their names, ages, and some other details. “As you can see here,” Morgan turns to face the detectives, “were all three women in the same age-group. They were all single, and they were killed in exactly the same way. The killer probably used the same weapon on all three occasions. The only exception to the three is Anne Miller, the first victim, as there was no seminal fluid on her body. Anne’s body was found six months ago, Rochelle Stevens was found three months ago, and now Else Henriksen. You can see the pattern.” Morgan clears his throat. “The bad news is that the seminal fluid found on Rochelle Stevens and Else Henriksen’s bodies is not matched to any of our records for convicted felons. The records are, as you probably know, far from complete as it’s still a touchy issue to get DNA from prisoners. And unfortunately, there were no prints at any of the crime scenes, so we don’t have a lot to go by at this stage… And when I say crime scenes, I mean the places where the victims were found, as we know they were transported there after death. I’ve searched the national register of criminal offenders, and I have requested further information of known rapists and murderers, and I’m still waiting for a reply to see if anyone who fits the profile for these murders are out of jail at the moment.” Morgan looks up from his notes. “Detective Osbourne, you were contacting the restaurants and businesses located in the wharf building on Pyrmont Point where Else Henriksen’s body was found. How did you go?”
    

    
     Osbourne stands up and reads from his notebook: “On current leases in the wharf-building are two licensed restaurants, one café, one convenience store, one architect firm, and one boat building firm. Plus, there’s a fruit and vegetable market held on the wharf boardwalk every third Saturday. The office rooms of the architect firm are located on the second floor of the building and yesterday their office closed at 5.30pm. The entrance to the architect’s office is located close to where the dead woman was found. The boat building firm have their office rooms on the ground floor in the middle of the wharf-building, and the entrance to this office is at the street front of the building. The last employee to leave the boat building firm yesterday was the MD, and he left at 6.45pm last night. The convenience store closed at 9pm last night, and there was only one employee working there yesterday. Then there are the restaurants. ‘Khali’ restaurant is located on the other side of the wharf-building from where the body was found, the restaurant is fully licensed and is open for lunch and dinner Monday till Saturday and closed on Sundays. The last employees to leave the restaurant last night were one chef and the barmaid, and they left together at 10.40pm. The second restaurant is called ‘Blue Juice’ and is located a few metres from where the body was found. Blue Juice is open for lunch and breakfast six days a week, and it’s closed on Tuesdays. The last employee to leave the restaurant yesterday was the owner, and she left at 3.15pm. There’s also a café called ‘Frothy Coffee’. It’s located next to Khali restaurant on the other side of the wharf-building from where the body was found. Frothy Coffee is open for breakfast and lunch seven days a week and closes at 2pm every day. None of the employees of any of these businesses had seen anything out of the ordinary yesterday.”
    

    
     Morgan nods. “Okay, and who’s the landlord of the wharf-building, did you find that out?”
    

    
     “The wharf-building is heritage listed and is owned by the city of Sydney. The leases are handled by the local council.”
    

    
     “And what did you say was the reason for your questions to the business employees?”
    

    
     “I just mentioned there had been some suspicious activity in the area. A few of them got worried and asked about terrorist attacks, and I guess they were thinking along those lines as we’ve got the World Cup coming up.”
    

    
     “And what did you tell them then?”
    

    
     “That they had no reason to worry about terrorist attacks on their business premises, and that they need to speak to the council about any rent reduction for the time the businesses need to keep closed.”
    

    
     “Well done. The forensic personnel have finished their investigation of the wharf, so the businesses will be able to open again tomorrow. Hopefully this will be a forgotten event soon.”
    

    
     “Okay, I’ll let them know.”
    

    
     “Thanks Osbourne, that’ll do for now. Are there any questions?”
    

    
     Osbourne raises his hand when he sits back down in his chair. “Just one question, do we get details of the other two victims as well? Can we see investigation reports from when they were found?”
    

    
     Morgan nods. “I’ve received the files from the local police units, and I’ll include those in the material I’m putting together for you. We are now officially in charge of the investigation of these three murders. Are there any questions about this?” He pauses. When there’s no reply, he adds: “I will update each of you on email with what I expect you to contribute to this investigation on a daily basis. That’s all for now.”
    

    
     When the detectives get up from their chairs and leave the room, Morgan collects his notes and goes over to Amanda’s desk. He asks her to type the notes into a report that can be forwarded to the detectives, and to collate the reports of Rochelle Stevens and Anne Miller and give them to him as soon as possible. Back at his own desk, he picks up the phone and dials the number to the forensic psychological department. He comes through to a receptionist, asks for Camilla Rogers and is transferred to a voicemail where he leaves a message.
    

    
     Camilla calls back within minutes. “Hi gorgeous”, are her first words, and Morgan closes his eyes when he hears her voice.
    

    
     “Hi Camilla,” Morgan tries to switch off his feelings. “Good of you to call back so quickly, I know you’re busy.”
    

    
     “For you, any time,” Camilla says.
    

    
     “That’s good. Look, I know I’m a bit late with it, but can you do lunch today? I’ve got something I want to discuss with you. Is it possible for us to meet around twelve down in Darling Harbour?”
    

    
     “Hang on Darls, I’ll check my diary.” He hears that she puts the receiver down and rustles some papers around, and then her voice is back in his ear. “I’m free at eleven thirty, but only if you take me to Jordan’s, okay?”
    

    
     Morgan sighs. “I haven’t made reservations or anything, it’s a business meeting for Christ’s sake!”
    

    
     “Okay, see you eleven thirty at Jordan’s.”
    

    
     The phone goes dead in Morgan’s hand and he instantly makes a new call to reserve a table at Jordan’s seafood restaurant.
    

    
     Camilla still has an effect on him, even though it’s been more than a year since their relationship ended. He thinks back to the few, intense months when they were seeing each other. He’d felt like he was in his twenties again, and the passion and drama they’d shared was the closest he’d come to a Hollywood version of love. Now he knows he mistook his physical pleasure for deeper feelings, and that the movie recipe for love is purely fiction. He doesn’t regret their relationship when he thinks back at it, but he realises he was very naive to believe they could stay together. These sober thoughts don’t cloud the fact he’s looking forward to seeing her again.
    

    
     Morgan focuses on his notes for a while and prints the end result. He then dials Detective Osbourne’s extension and tells him to keep his afternoon free, so he can accompany Morgan to Else Henriksen’s former workplace.
    

    
    

    
     A soft rain falls outside, but Morgan decides to walk down to Darling Harbour, it isn’t far and he feels like he needs a cigarette. He holds his briefcase under his arm and keeps close to the house walls, where he can feel the warmth from the sun that’s built up during the day. The rain starts to pour down when he reaches the harbour and he tries to quicken his steps, but the wet boardwalk is slippery, and he feels soaked when he turns up at the restaurant. Camilla isn’t there yet, so he goes to the men’s room and dries himself with paper towels. ‘Without the jacket, I don’t look too bad’, he thinks as he looks at his reflection in the bathroom mirror. He goes back into the restaurant and orders a gin and tonic at the table. His feet are wet and cold, and he tells himself he needs something to make him warm again.
    

    
     Camilla turns up a few minutes later. She hands her wet umbrella to the waiter and sits down opposite Morgan. “A glass of chardonnay,” she orders and turns to Morgan. “What happened to you? Doesn’t the force supply umbrellas for your squad?” Her smile reaches her eyes when she takes her trench-coat off. Her long, blond hair is curly from the moisture in the air, and the soft blouse under her suit jacket clings to her breasts. She looks beautiful, but Morgan can also see dark shadows under her eyes.
    

    
     They study the menus and order their food. When the waiter walks away with their menus, Morgan takes his notes from the briefcase and hands them to Camilla. He sips his drink as she reads. When she finally looks up, she turns around to see if anyone is close enough to overhear their conversation. They are seated in a corner and the closest table is a few meters away and is occupied by an older couple. After calculating the risks,
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